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One 


Author's Notes: 
This is a sequel to Cooking Is So Easy 


8,53 am 

"Hey, wake up." Dave gently shook his shoulder. 

"Urgh?" 

"I'm heading out in a minute. What are you doing today?" 
"Nothing." 


"Okay. See you around five-thirty, then" 


"Kay" Junior mumbled and buried his face in the pillow once again. 
Dave ruffled his hair and bent to kiss his temple. "Don't sleep all day!" 
"Go to work!" 


When he heard the door close, Junior rolled over onto his back. He scooped up the pillow Dave used and 


pressed it to his face, deeply inhaling Dave's scent. 


A few months had passed since the spaghetti incident and now David thought of that day fondly. Sure, he 
wasn't able to wine and dine Dave like he intended but it worked out for the better. Since that day, the two 
have grown closer, from roommates to something else. Junior shared Dave's bed now, the guitars banished to 
their stands. They shared kisses. Junior had even gotten a hand into Dave's pants once when Dave had a little 
too much to drink. The sounds that Dave made and he way he said his name when he achieved his release 
were imprinted on David's soul. He could listen to Dave's growl every day for the rest of his life and be a very 


happy man. 


But he wanted more. He wanted to tell Dave that he loved him and that he wanted the bed they now shared to 
know something other than sleep and a few cuddles. “Well, tonight, that was all going to change,‘ Junior thought 


with a smile. 
He had a secret weapon; Prime rib and practice. 
11:21 am 


In a long, warm shower, Junior shampooed and conditioned his hair. He rubbed the soap over his entire body, 
letting his hands linger over his crotch, his stomach and ass. His eyes closed and his head fell back and his 
hands ran over the length of his cock, slowly urging it to life as he thought about Dave. Before he was too far 
gone, however, and as difficult as it was, he stopped. Saving his desire for later, for Dave. 


After he dressed in those black jeans that hugged his perky, rounded ass so perfectly and the oversized, white 
t-shirt he swiped from Dave, he set out wth his plans. There was a beat-up, square card table he set up in a 
corner for the living room. He moved two chairs from their kitchen table to go with it. David found a thin, 
white sheet to drape over it as a table cloth. He found the two best matched plates they had along with two 
salad bowls and the best sets of flatware he could find in the drawer. They didn't own wine goblets but then a 


rice cold beer goes better with beef, anyway. 
David stood back and surveyed his table. Candles. Need a couple candles. He found a scrap of paper and quickly 


scribbled his shopping list. Then he counted out the money he hid from Dave for purposes such as this. Forty- 
two dollars. David frowned. Would he be able to get everything he needed for that much? 


2:41 pm 


His purchases were spread out on the counter in front of him, the cookbook opened as well. He had a two and 
a half pound piece of prime rib, a small bag of red potatoes, a bunch of fresh string beans and a large clove 
of garlic, a large red orion, a head of lettuce, a cucumber and a tomato for salad. He also picked up fresh 
strawberries and whipped cream for dessert. Wink, nudge. And two simple white tapered candles. A stop at the 


liquor store got him a six pack of beer. 
And he had a dollar left. 


The potatoes were peeled and put in a pot to boil in order to make garlic mashed potatoes. The meat sat in a 
rub of chopped garlic and onion, salt, pepper and rosemary. David then chopped the salad ingredients and mixed 
them in a large bowl and put it in the refrigerator to chill 


He was worried about the meat the most. Mashed potatoes, he'd made for Dave before, only with plain yellow 
potatoes and a little butter. Adding the fresh garlic should be fine as long as he didn't overdo it. 


But the meat. This would be the challenge. The cookbook said that the meat should roast for 20 minutes per 
pound. David calculated the time and determined that, since Dave likes his meat bloody, the roast should be in 
the oven for about 35-40 minutes at 350 degrees. 


‘Hope he doesn't like all his meat bloody: He thought. And then frowned at the image that came to mind. ‘Stop 
that: 


4:40 pm 


With fingers crossed and a prayer up to heaven, Junior turned the crappy, old, electric oven to 350 degrees. 
While it was heating up, he moved the meat onto a bed of chopped onions inside the metal roasting pan. The 

cookbook instructed him to put the roast bone side down and fat side up so that the fat would cook and melt 
and baste the rest of the meat. It was also very firm in its recommendation not to cover the meat with foil. 


"Do not coverl" 


"Okay!" Junior mumbled to himself as he slid the pan into the oven. "Here goes nothing. At least there's no 


meatballs to trip over." 


The next item on the agenda was mashing the potatoes. Easy, peasy. Junior drained the water and scooped a 
potatoe out at a time, slided it up and threw the slices back into the pot. He added milk and butter and the 
minced garlic and used the electric hand mixer Dave bought for him to whip the potatoes into a creamy mash. 


He put the lid back on the pot and let them sit. 


The last thing he had to do was saute the string beans. That was a tried and true method as well. One of his 


go-to sides that he'd done a couple times before and Dave seemed to like. 


5:20 pm 


The string beans were done, the meat was done, the potatoes were done. Salad was already dished into the 
bowls. David smiled, gazing at the dinner he successfully prepared. He felt so proud of himself and prayed that 
Dave liked it. And gave him his due reward. 

He held a lighter to the wick of each candle and then turned off the lamp in the corner of the room. David 
uncapped two bottles of beer, placing one at his spot at the table and holding the other in his hand as he 
waited by the door. 

533 pm 


David straightened and spread the sweetest, sexiest smile he could muster across his face when he saw, 
through the window, Dave climbing the stairs. 


"Welcome home, my dear." David purred when Dave came through the door. "Here, have a beer." 


Dave surveyed the room, sniffed the air and then let his eyes settle on his roommate. He took the bottle of 


beer from David. 

"You've been busy." 

"| made dinner and didn't fuck it up this time." 

"Good. What did you make?" 

"What? Not even a kiss?" Junior batted his lashes and pursed his lips. 

"Are you the good, little housewife?" 

"| am tonight" 

Dave turned to walk into the apartment, teasingly ignoring Junior's request for a kiss. 

"Kiss me or no food for you!" Junior stomped his foot. 

Dave grinned and swooped back toward his roommate, wrapped an arm around him and bent him backwards. He 
planted a firm, close-mouthed kiss on Junior's lips. Noses pressed together, Dave smiled as the two stared into 


each other's eyes. 


"Feed me." Dave murmured and then pecked another kiss against Junior's mouth before righting him and giving 


his backside a ligh swat. "That's my shirt, too. Don't think | didn't notice.” 


"lll be happy to give it back to you later." David chirped as he skittered off into the kitchen. "Sit at the table, 


please." 

David set the plate in front of Dave and watched him intently for his reaction. 
"Junior! Is this... is this prime rib? How did you? Where did you get the money?" 
"Saved up a little here and there. | really hope you like it" 


It was all Dave could do not the dive into the food in front of him. He waited until Junior was seated across 


from him and then raised his bottle. 
"It looks really good. I'm so glad you didn't give up on cooking. Thank you." 


David beamed as he clinked his beer bottle against Dave's. And he watched as the redhead began to shovel 
food into his mouth. One bite of the beef and his eyes rolled back. 


"Oh, baby. You fucking nailed it." He moaned. "This is delicious." 
"You can nail me." David mumbled into his forkful of potatoes. 
"What's that?" 

"Nothing. Enjoy it.” 


Dave leaned back in the chair and unbuttoned his pants. "Damn, Junior. That was amazing. We better start 


making some money around here. | want you to cook like that every fucking night now. 
"I'm happy you liked it” 


"I'm happy you didn't give up. Remember? ‘lm never cooking again!" Dave mimicked Junior's whining after the 


failed spaghetti. 
"Shut up! | was so upset about that." 
"| know. But look at you now! Master Chef Ellefson!" 


David blushed as he stood and began to clear the table. Dave wrapped a hand around his wrist and pulled the 
younger man into his lap. 


"Davel" 


"I've got another kiss for the cook" 


With a hand on his cheek, he drew Junior to his mouth and kissed him deeply, tasting the meat, garlic and beer 


on his tongue. 
The kiss left Junior dazed, the plates shaking in his hands. 
"Hey, hold onto those." Dave teased and pushed David onto his feet again. 


"Why don't you go relax on the couch? I'll just clean this up and be with you in a minute." 


1:08 pm 


"Don't think you're always going to get away with not washing the dishes." Junior teased as he approached the 


couch with a bowl of strawberries in one hand and the can of whipped cream in the other. 
"Fair enough. You cook, I'll clean” 


Junior nudged Dave's knees together and then sat down on them, straddling his thighs. He set the bowl down on 
the couch beside Dave and plucked one. Junior squirted a bit of whipped cream on it and offered it to Dave. 


It was that moment when Dave realized that Junior had an alterior motive for the evening. His eyes glanced 
up, from the berry in Junior's fingers, to the younger man's stare. Very slowly, he opened his mouth and let 
Junior slip the sweet fruit past his lips. Their locked in stares never faltered. Dave took the can of cream 
from David and spread a line of it down the length of his index finger and offered it to Junior. 


The warm, wet mouth sucking on his finger felt incredible and sent shockwaves of pleasure directly to his 
crotch. He watched those lips stroke his finger, felt the tongue rolling and lapping at it, teeth scraping against 
his skin Dave pushed the finger deep into Junior's throat, gauging his gag reflex. Delighting in finding nearly 
none at all, the redhead grinned. This was gonna be hot. 

He pulled Junior's shirt over his head. "Taking my shirt back now." 

"Might as well take the pants, too." Junior cheekily replied. 

"They aren't mine.” 

"What's in them is yours." 

Dave bit his bottom lip and moaned softly as he watched Junior stand up and strip the rest of his clothes off. 
Fully naked now, he slipped to his knees in front of Dave and pushed his thighs apart, immediately going for the 


fly on his jeans. Dave pulled his own shirt over his head and wiggled as David pulled his pants down over his 
hips and thighs, pulling one leg off and then the other. 


"Do you know how hot | think you are?" The younger man asked as his hands glided up and down over the top 
of the redhead's thighs. 


"Show me." Dave gruffly replied. His arousal was a churning, red, hot ball of fire in the pit of his stomach. 


Junior took the can of whipped cream and covered Dave's cock with cool cream. Dave groaned and tensed 


under the cold sensation. And then exhaled in a long sigh when Junior's warm mouth engulfed him. 

Dave only allowed him to suck his cock for a moment or two, regardless of how incredible it felt. There were 
other things on tonight's agenda. Taking a handful of Junior's gorgeous, honey-colored hair, Dave gave it a 
gentle tug. 

David let his cock slip from his mouth and looked up. 

"Stand up for me." 

He obeyed and allowed Dave to position him bent over the couch with one knee up on the arm. David nervously 
glanced back over his shoulder. Dave now held the whipped cream and squirted a line of it down David's spine. 


He licked it up with his tongue amidst the bassist's gasping and squirming. 


"Baby, if that makes you squirm, wait til you see what | do next" 


952 pm 


The bowl of strawberries had been hurriedly swept to the floor. Two sweaty, sticky, heaving bodies now lay, 
collapsed, on the couch, limbs entangled. One man pushed the hair from the other's face and smiled. 


"You okay?" 

The other simply nodded and then pressed his lips to his lover's chest. "I love you." 

"| love you, too, Junior. And the way you cook." 

"Do you mean in the kitchen or..?" 

"| may." The redhead chuckled. "| may." 

"Take a shower with me and then let's go to bed" 

"We haven't finished dessert" Dave picked up the can and squirted cream into Junior's hair. 


" Hey! " 


